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bhooks for boys were selected. These
hooks are declared, “A guaranteed
library for boys; clean, wholesome, vig-
orous stories that have been indorsed
by a commission of the leading librarians
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THE GREATEST MOMENTS
By Harrison F

VEN while her heart is beating
E rapturously to the thrills of the
betrothal kiss  the girl whose
dream of love has come true begins
instinetively to think of the trousseau,
and after she has caught her breath
following the first swift, joyous month
of the engagement her days are spent
with the modistes, at the milliner's and
in the lingerie shops, while the quiet
evening hour in her boudoir before the
lucky man comes to vow anew his love
is devoted to a happy survey of what

swift fingers mould them to the fair

form., It scems as though there are
endless hours of standing with delicate
fabrics draped about her and with pins
being deftly placed and folds patted,
only to have the pins withdrawn and
placed anew to make the *fitting a little
smoother, insuring perfection,

First there is the wedding gown, and
the delicious Indecision about its de-
sign and appropriateness, for it is in
this that she is to be given away from
maldenhood into the new happiness of

so many fascinations of dress that she
dare not select until she has seen and
tried all. But at last the gown is done,
and her mirror flashes back what she
has known all along would be its mes-
sage—that the creation of costly satin
and rare old lace is tenderly, girlishly
becoming.

S0 pass quickly the days of this, one
of the happiest experiences of a girl's
life. Going away gown, afternoon and
evening gowns, travelling suits, soft
timy, lacy, beribboned garments whose

IN A GIRL'S LIFE |

isher

hats and the thousand and one little
things that make for trousseau entirety.
The selection of hats iy extremely dif-
ficult, and she turns and weaves to get
the reply from the mirror at every
angle and in every light,

Al last the trousseau is complete and
her intimate girl friends drop In and
gaze enraptured at the finery spread out
before them on every side and every
plece of furniture. And as the happy
girl holds up to view the gown in which
she will go to the altar she knows that
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THE TROUSSEAU

she has spent weeks garnering for her
trousseau is but a link forged in the
chain of her future happiness,

Alone in her room, she sits back in
exquisite contentment, now patting this
frock or that gown, as if it were really
alive and responsive, now gazing fondly
on this bit of {ntimate lacery, now
adding a delicate personal touch here
and another there, as the wedding day—
the big day of her life—draws swiftly
near.

has been accomplished and of the many | her love. It is the time of times when | complications amaze the masculine | she I8 experiencing one of the greatest Next Sunday Mr. Fisher will depict
things remaining to be done ‘before | she must look her best, the wonder |mind, all contribute their moments of | moments that can come into a girl's life, | “The Wedding,” the third subject in
all is ready. picture of her life. The cunning brains | happiness in their choosing and mak- | And her heart pulsates the secret that | his series of pictures, “The Greatest
S0 many gowns are to be fitted while | of the master designers have conceived | ing. And shoes must be purchased and | each garment—ecach trifle, even—that | Moments in a Girl's Life.”
| |
was by the regularly organized commis- | field; “Tecumseh's Young Braves,” by |they read with great relish the hooks T would rather see her dead and In | present hour. Not the greatest story
slon of the Boy Scouts, composed of| Everett T. Tomlinson; “Tom Strong, |taken out by their fifteen-year-old | her grave,’ he muttered. A sardonlc | for girls, but a falr sample of what
George F. Bowerman, librarian, Public | Washington's Scout,” by Alfred Bishop |brothers. They are readers of the "best | smile crept over Courtleigh's features.” | 1914 girls like. Contrast the following
Library, District of Columbia: Harrison | Mason; “Wells Brothers, the Young |sellers" also. In contrast to the selected text of the | extract with the Gwendolyn Van Tuyl

W. Graver, librarian, Carnegie Library
of Pittsburg; Claude G, Leland, super-
Intendent, Bureau of Libraries, Board of
Education, New York: Edward F.
Stevens, librarian, Pratt Institute Free
Library, Drooklyn, and Willlam D.
Murray, George D, Pratt, Frank Pres-
brey and Franklin K. Mathiews of the
editorial board of the Boy Scout move-
ment,

The twenty-five books selected are
“Baby Elton, Quarterback,” by Leslie
W, Quirk; *“The Blazed Trall,” by
Stewart Edward White; “The Call of
the Wild,” hy Jack London; “Cab and

Caboose,” by Kirk Munrow; “College
Years,” by Ralph D, Paine; “Crooked
Trails,” by Frederic Remington; “Cattle
Ianch to College,” by Russell Double-
day; “Buccaneers and Pirates of Our
Coast,” by Frank R, Stockton; "“The
Horsemen of the Plaing” by Joseph
A. Altgheler; “Jeb Hutton,"” by James

B. Connolly “The Jester of 8t. Timo-
thy's,” by Arthur Stanwood Pier, "A
Midshipman in the Pacifie” by Cyrus
Townsend Brady: “Pltching in a Pinch”
by Christy Mathewson; “The Ranche

on the Oxhide,” by Henry Inman;
“Redney McGaw.,” by Arthur E, Mec-
Larlane;: “Three Years Behind the

Guns,” by Lileut, Tisdale; “Tom Pauld-
ing,” by DBrander Matthews: "Tommy
Remington's Battle,” by Burton E.

Stevenson: “Jim Davis" by John Mase-

Cattle Kings,” by Andy Adams;
“Yankee Ships and Yankee Sailors,” by

Jamas Barnes; *“The Cruise of the
Cachalot” and “Treasure Island,” by
Robert Louls Stevenson

Report has it that thousands upon
thousands of hoys are reading these
books and that thelr reading may he

taken as a sure Indication of present
day taste, Decidedly all are not
limitedly boys' books, In fact a man
could read them all and not consider it
time wasted. “Treasure Island” and
“The Call of the Wild" are favorites
of the senlors,

And this brings to mind a noteworthy
fact about so-called juvenlle books
Take “Robinson Crusoe” It is deemed
primarily a hoy's book, DBut it never
was and never is until It is abridged
and put In boy's language, It also
calls forth the question what is the
age when boys become possessed of
the insatiable deslre for fiection and
romance? Is It 9 vears of age? Some
hoys are hard Action readers hefore
that, In the davs of the dime novel
the demand for fiction reading that was
understandable seemed to -be met, but
to the boy's detriment. As a boy gets

older he will seize with avidity more
mature fiction. TIt's the same as the
grownups are reading. But are

Looks as If the dime novel boy mind
had vanished into thin air. Girls the
same, They read the books of theh
elders and cannot get new ones quickly
enough Sneering  critles  interviewed
that girls read nowadays even
“slushler" storles than forty years ago,
but inquiry at the source does not bear
it out, Some girls of course still turn
to the old variety, There [s still a serial
running that not many weeks ago pub-
lHsghed “The 11l Starred Love, or Gwen-
dolyn Van Tuyl's Life Tragedy." Some
of it runs this way:

“Gwendolyn, singing, burst Into the
room. Reginald Courtlelgh sprang to his
feet, his eyves fixed admiringly on her
flushed, beautiful face. 8he drew back
confused,

“‘Pardon me, papa,’ she
‘T thought you were alone.

“'Present me, Ransom,'
Courtlelgh in an undertone. Ransom
presented the man to lida beautiful
daughter. Gwendolyn acknowledged the
clvility with a slight inclination of her
graceful head. When she had gone
Courtlelgh turned to the old millionalire,

“'Is she promised to any man? he

say

murmured,

demanded

asked, almost In a whisper, Ransom
shook his gray head. ‘She is the most
beautiful woman I have ever seen.'

Ransom said nothing, but he knew in-

ten to twelve year old boys readlna' tuitively what was In the other's heart,

{t? Reports from lUbraries indicate that

He turned coldly away.

old time dime novel hereinbefore noted
read this latterday extract from “Baby
Elton, Quarterback,” wiich is reported

to reflect the taste of the average 1914
boy. It depicts a college cane rush,
“They were still tugging at It when

the crowd of freshmen came In a solid
mass llke a bullet. Somebody weakened
and let go, Somebody  else’'s  hand
slipped. Everywhere were freshmen
crawling under the upper classmen,
scrambling over them, shoving between
them.

“Elton as leader hit
Back of him were 200 sturdy followers
pent up with excitement, He

the crowd first. |

went |

through and over a score of astonished |

young men, Almost before he realized
it he had his h.nd on the precious cane,
Then more freshmen came and pulled

the sophomores off before th under-
stood the sudden epergy. And all at
once, panting and with clothes torn,

Elton found himself In possession of the
cane. Some instinct told him to run.
In an instant there were 500 men after
him. ¢ * ¢

“‘“Well," gasped the other, taking his
pipe from hts mouth, ‘who are you?

“‘I'm Elton—1904, you know., I've
got the cane!'"

Librarians say that Mary Johnston's
“To Have and To Hold"” has always been
a very strong “love book" for girls from
the day of its publication up to the

type of text set down before,

“*With all my heart 1 love thee, my
knight, my lover.! Her volee broke and
I felt the trembling of her frame, ‘I
Iove not thy tears upon my hands,' she
murmured. ‘I have wandered far and
am weary. Wilt rise, and put thy arm
around me and lead me home?

“I .tood up and she came to my arms
llke a tired bird to its nest. I bent my
head wnd kissed her upon the brow, the
blueveined evelids, the perfect lips. ‘I
love thee,! T sald; ‘the song is old, but
it Is sweet, See! I wear thy color, my
lady.'

“The hand that had touched the rib-
bon upon my arm stole upward to my
lips. ‘An old story, but a sweet one'
she said. ‘I love thee. [ will always
love thee, My head may lie upon thy
breast but my heart lies at thy feet'"”

Of eourse the standard works of flie-
tlon alwayvs wer read and are being
read now hy a percentage of boys and
girls of varylng ages, This always was
conceded. But there was a craze at-
tached to the dime novel and the six
cent serial that seems to have gone out,
absolutely. In its place has come the
desire for the book that is often as
eagerly red by the seniors as the
junlors. The monthly magaelnes too
point a significant explanation. Imaghk
nalive youth has spurned the lurd
Juvenile fiction has its own fashion.
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